CHAPTER 185 


October 29, 2011 


“C-Come in for a first-hand experience with group dating... Ooh... This is so 
embarrassing... There's not that many people passing by here in the first place...” 


It was the first day of the school festival, and all the sophomoric members of the 
investigation team were stuck in their homeroom managing whatever the hell this 
group date bullshit was. But only them, because god forbid anyone else actually 
show up for their event. Not that it really mattered anyway; no one had actually 
showed up to partake in the event. Justin Supposed if there was any bright side to 
this horrible, horrible idea, it was that they didn’t actually have to do any work, 
unless of course you were Yukiko and had the horrible job of trying to sell the 
concept of a group date cafe. Hell, Hisako had to keep bitching at Justin to keep his 
feet off the tables as he leaned back in his chair. Justin simply flipped him off and 
went back to not giving a shit. 


“| think we need some shills to drum up interest.” Hisako remarked after a moment, 
disappointed in their turn out. It wasn’t like they NEEDED to make a certain profit 
quota or anything; hell they didn’t even get paid, so why would anyone want to 
drum up business for something like this. For the glory of knowing your idea wasn’t 
a complete failure? | don’t think anyone questioned this group date café bull was 
going to bomb more than a C4 explosive. 


“Shills...2 Uh, who?” Yosuke questioned. Who exactly were they going to get to try 
and draw in business. Clearly no one was interested in this shit anyway; and it’s not 
like they were going to pay someone just to look interested. Justin would rather 
burn his wallet’s contents than spend even a single cent hiring someone to feign a 
group date. Alas; in the end, not a single cent would need to be spent, only portions 
of their dignity. 


“Who else is here besides us?” Hisako pointed out. Why pay for outside labor when 
they could do it themselves after all? Justin had been leaning precariously in his 
chair, tipping the stool back and forth with his foot, but as the suggestion of doing 
this themselves assaulted his airs, he had lost his balance and tipped over to the 
ground beneath him. Hard too; but it was alright because Chie helped him back up 
to his feet. You’d be surprised how often that happened; sometimes they got lucky 
and he didn’t hit his head. This was one of those times. He was very conscious and 
very pissed off at the idea. 


“Are you shitting me? No! That’s an AWFUL idea!” Justin remarked with great 
annoyance, steadying himself using the table beside him. Most of the people on the 
room were dating one of the others, so the very fact of having to ‘date’ two other 


people at the same time was absolutely disgusting. Besides, this group date bullshit 
was... well... bullshit. Justin didn’t even know HOW a group date worked; sounded 
awkward trying to get intimate, even mock intimate, while there were several other 
people present. Plus... there was only two girls and four guys. That was, uh... not 
gonna do wonders drawing in business; it would look fake as hell. 


“Do we have a choice? We need customers to get the ball rolling. If there aren't 
many people passing by, we have to get the attention of the ones who are by any 
means necessary.” Hisako tried to reason with Justin, though he wasn’t having 
much luck in that regard. As long as Justin was in a position to argue; he probably 
would. Which might have made it a good thing that at that very second Kanji had 
walked through the door. 


“Yo, how's it going? | came to check up on you... guys?” Kanji remarked as he 
walked through the door, a little confused over the bewildered expressions over 
everyone’s face, as well as why no one was actually doing anything. Hisako was 
more than please by Kanji’s sudden appearance though; because as long as Hisako 
was here, Justin was going to fight him every step of the way. What Justin needed 
was an order that could not be disputed. 


“Hey great, so you guys get on it, and I'll go advertize; kay, bye.” Hisako remarked 
before quickly dashing out the door, leaving the group behind to have to sort all this 
out on their own. Justin was flabbergasted to say the least. Leave it to Hisako to 
leave an order like ‘date each other,’ and not actually partake in their suffering. 
Justin took it back; this guy WAS the perfect politician. 


“What an asshole.” Justin remarked with annoyance, cracking his back in place after 
his collision with the floor. Sometimes fate just said the cruelest things to the 
Investigation Team; this was no exception. Justin would have liked Hisako to tag out 
with a girl at the very least, but alas, it seemed he just didn’t give a fuck. They were 
scheduled to cross-dress tomorrow anyway; he didn’t care if they looked gay. “... 
Goddammit; who wants to be the woman?” Justin eventually sighed, realizing he 
really didn’t have room to argue if there was no one to argue with. | mean, he 
supposed they could just NOT do it; but he got a feeling that would cause more 
trouble than not of someone were to show up. 


Eyes slowly darted back and forth between the guys as they tried to decide who 
would be the bitch out of the six of them. Kanji didn’t even know what was going on 
and he could tell being the woman in this situation was the less than ideal. It only 
took a split second before the guys realized they weren’t going to work out who was 
going to pretend to have a vagina just by staring each other down or talking it over. 
No, the only logical course of action was to dive for the seats on the guy’s side and 
hope not to get crushed in the process. Justin had the disadvantage of starting out 
on what was to be the girls’ side of the table, but then, he was the first to dive for a 
chair; over the table in fact, and while he hit his head on the chair on the way over, 


he was on top of the chair. That was a victory for him. Yu didn’t have much trouble 
going for a seat; it was simply a matter of Kanji and Yosuke diving for the same 
chair. And | don’t think | need to explain how the man with the more body mass was 
easily able to bump the other guy away from the seat and towards the floor. 
Yosuke, needless to say, was less than pleased as he rose back from his coffin on 
the floor, rubbing his forehead with both annoyance and pain. 


“A-Are you serious?” Yosuke remarked with exasperated annoyance. Of course with 
his luck he would be the one that would be sitting on the girls’ side. Chie and Yukiko 
just sighed a bit before timidly taking their seats across the table. Whether they 
purposely sat across from their respective boyfriends or not was really up for 
question, though it was clear they weren’t really enjoying the predicament they had 
been thrust into. Not even Yukiko who had seemed so curious what a group date 
was like the day she had voted for it. Maybe it was just because she was So shy; 
maybe because she was realizing this actually wasn’t a good thing she had signed 
up for. Who ever thought having a date with someone while other people were 
around was a good idea. Well besides Yosuke apparently. 


“Actually, what the hell is this?” Kanji questioned as everyone finally took a seat; 
even Yosuke, though it took Chie practically pulling at his collar to get him to finally 
stop being such a baby and sit. Not like anyone was going to see this anyway. She 
wasn’t sure why they were even bothering to do this. With Hisako gone, it’s not like 
anyone would bitch them out for not trying to commit fraud in the worst way 
possible. 


“A mock group date...” Yosuke sighed with disappointment. Kanji needless to say, 
practically tried to jump out of his seat and run to the door; but much like Chie had 
held Yosuke down in his seat, Justin had held Kanji back before he could dart off. If 
they were suffering through this, he was going to suffer with them. It was only a 
shame he managed to get paired up with Yosuke. “I-] mean, we’re on a group 
date!” Yosuke suddenly perked up, trying to phone it in with a fake female voice. It 
made Justin want to gouge his ears out with a pencil for the record, it was that 
horribly annoying and bad, not to mention just creepy. No one said Yosuke had to 
pretend to be a girl. If anything, it just made it seem that much more fake. 


“You don't have to talk like a girl...” Chie pointed out with slight annoyance. If they 
were going to do this, she’d rather do it without Yosuke screeching in her ear in an 
attempt at trying to sound feminine. It was just totally unrealistic. But then, this was 
coming from the girl who’s imitation of a guy was just as bad; albeit, less strainful 
on the ears. It was silent for a moment, nothing really being said between anyone. 
Mostly because none of the people present had been on a group date; they didn’t 
really know how you were supposed to start this shit. Just casual conversation? Who 
would have thought that Kanji of all people would be the one to try and start this 
thing up. 


“S-So, what are your hobbies...?” Kanji stuttered a bit, trying to break the awkward 
silence and jumpstart this thing. He didn’t want to be there, but if he was going to 
do this, he was going to go all in. Kanji really needed to redefine his definition of 
what was and wasn’t worthy of going all in for. The guy put up with more bullcrap 
than any human being should simply because ‘if you have to do it, might as well do 
it right.” No man, fight the system! Don’t stand for this bullshit! 


“| like, uh, martial arts in general. M-Mainly watching them... Ahahah... Yikes, this is 
really embarrassing...” Chie timidly replied; as if everyone there didn’t already know 
that anyway. Though that last part was a huge lie; she had kicked holes in her walls 
and quite possibly Justin’s gut on several occasions; she practiced a hell of a lot 
more than she watched those movies, no doubt in Justin’s mind. 


“Nothing embarrassing about having a hobby.” Justin pointed out with a shrug of his 
shoulders, again leaning back in his chair using his foot as support. He was really 
making it hard to sell the image that they were really on a date; but then, the group 
was slowly but surely starting to stop giving a fuck. This was awful, and they knew 
it. 


“M-My hobby is, um... defeating Shadows?” Yukiko remarked after a moment, 
digging around her mind for SOME kind of hobby. She couldn't really think of any 
time she had a lot of freetime, so to think of something she did for enjoyment was 
hard. Well, it was pretty clear that defeating shadow was not a hobby though; if 
anything it was a job. All of the guys, even Yosuke, couldn’t help but give her a dirty 
look. It was such a good thing no one else was here right now, or she would have 
really blown it. 


“That's not a hobby!” Yosuke scolded her, glaring at her the best he could with Chie 
between him and her. Yukiko, needless to say was pretty embarrassed right off the 
bat. She should have known that wouldn’t quite count as a hobby. She always 
seemed to mix up vocations and hobbies for some reason. Maybe because all she 
ever did was work at the inn or beat the crap out of evil demons. Her vocation 
quickly HAD become her hobby as a result; whether she liked it or not. 


“O-Oh yeah, sorry...” 


“Okay, then we'll ask you a question next! Umm, umm...” Chie tried to scrape the 
back of her brain for something to ask. You’d think the obvious option would be to 
just talk about the usual stuff she talked to Justin about; but alas, what they 
normally talked about wasn’t exactly great stuff for finding out about your partner. 
It was either Justin telling some pretty corny jokes or talking about movies. And by 
that | mean Justin complaining about every movie ever. | guess the guy just could 
not be satisfied by anything. Except for Saw apparently. You know, for a guy who 
acted like he was some sort of movie critic, he sure had some shitty tastes in 
movies. 


“What type of girls do you like?” Yukiko cut Chie off before she could even say 
anything. She wasn’t really aware that you were supposed to ease into topics like 
that. Basically; anything dating related, Yukiko was pretty much clueless on. 
Honestly, thank god Yu was such a lady’s man, otherwise things would get really 
awkward. Of course, that was irrelevant, because even if the question was direct, it 
was a question that didn’t need to be asked. Almost in complete synchronization 
the guys all gave Yukiko this blank, ‘are you serious’ expression. Hell even Kanji 
thought it was pretty obvious at this point who he had a thing for; even if he 
continued to deny it. 


“Did... Did you seriously just ask that?” Justin questioned, to which Yukiko just kind 
of shrunk back down into her chair. Two for two; one more strike and she'd be out. 
Honestly, Justin didn’t like making her feel like an idiot, but there were just some 
things that popped out of her mouth that made it so hard. Justin’s eyes darted 
about the other side of the table for a moment, his cheek pressed against the palm 
of his hand, his elbow leaning against the table with disinterest. And then 
something struck him. If they had to answer these questions, and Yosuke was on 
the other side... “What about you, Yosuke? Got a special lady?” 


“| plead the fifth.” Yosuke immediately remarked. He wasn’t stupid; he could tell 
what Justin was trying to do. And he had lost a couple of teeth just at the possibility 
of him having a thing for Maya; imagine if it he knew he was right. Yosuke wouldn’t 
be able to walk for the rest of his days from having this legs twisted like a pretzel. 
No sir; he’d keep his love affairs to himself. Justin sighed and rolled his eyes. Well 
that didn’t work out quite the way he had planned. 


“Senpai, how’re you doi- ...Uhhh, ahaha...” While the investigation team had been 
trying to drum up business it seemed Rise had walked in to find themselves making 
assess out of themselves. Also for Kanji and Yosuke to be dating. Probably. She had 
assumed this was how that set-up worked from what she had heard from Yosuke’s 
bitching and moaning a few days prior. Justin was fairly quick to swivel his chair 
around to meet stare Rise head on, a wuick wave of his hand to acknowledge her 
presence. Not that that really mattered, this was way too weird for Rise’s tastes, 
and soon she found herself carefully backing back out towards the entrance to the 
room. “W-Well, seeya!” She remarked before running out. She needed to erase the 
image of what she just saw from her brain. 


“Mark it. The group date café is officially a failure...” Yosuke sighed before 
slamming his head into the table in front of him. Justin thought it was pretty obvious 
it was going to be a failure anyway, but whatever. Not that he needed to deal with 
this shit much longer anyway. Just as quickly as Rise had made her way out the 
doorway, Maya had made her way inside. Most of the investigation team was 
confused why she was here as they spotted her; but Justin was well aware of her 
presence. He kind of needed her for something; and it just so happened that 
something was taking place in a couple minutes. At least, it was given the irate, 


impatient expression on Maya’s face as she gestured towards her wrist as if 
pointing to an invisible watch. “Huh? Wh-What’s Maya doing here?” 


“I told you | had a shitty idea, right?” Justin remarked semi-sarcastically as he slowly 
got out of his chair, passing a quick gesture towards Maya to tell her she could get 
going and he’d catch up. They still probably had a couple minutes before they’d 
need to be ready anyway. “Well, it’s time for the shit to hit the fan.” Justin chuckled 
a bit as he pushed his chair in. Chie just pinched her forehead. She was able to put 
two and two together fairly easily. After all, what would Justin need Maya here for if 
not THAT. 


“And you're going to do this with just a guitar and a drummer?” 
“Why not, Jack White did it.” 
“Jack White had talent.” 


“WHOA! Right to the ego!” 


“Thank you; everyone give a round of applause to the Black Islands.” 


Justin and Maya were standing near the edge of the stage, waiting for their turn to 
go up. They were the last act for the day since they had signed up so late. Turns out 
that it wasn’t uncommon for bands to play at the culture festival, which was a huge 
plus because it meant it was just a matter of Justin discussing whether or not he 
should have the right to a microphone after the elections earlier that year. They 
were totally going to regret giving Justin the benefit of the doubt, for the record. In 
the mean time though, Maya and Justin just had to wait their turn to go up. 


“Why are we doing this again?” Maya signed off after a moment, watching as the 
previous band slowly descended off the stage, smiling and waving and generally 
acting full of themselves. | guess that was alright though given that’s generally 
what rock stars did. Not that they were rock stars, but you know; garage bands 
were close enough right? Justin shrugged, just eyeing the previous band as they 
made their exit. 


“Number of reasons really. One because | don’t want to do that group date café. 
Second because | want to make an ass out of myself. And third; because why not? 
It’s always a lot of fun.” Justin grinned slightly, taking a quick moment to check the 
tuning on his guitar. Unlike Maya, who already had a drum set set up on stage, 
Justin had to carry his instrument on stage; partially because he didn’t use the 
standard tuning on his guitar. Usually it was set to drop C; this was no exception. 
Partially because Chie wasn’t available to play bass, so he was gonna have to 
imitate it as best he could where needed. Maya just curved her eyebrows up ina 
slightly saddened expression, her eyes daring around the auditorium. It wasn’t very 


crowded; not a whole lotta people showed up after all. It wasn’t the crowd that was 
upsetting her though; it was just... this place. “Hey, you alright? You don’t look so 
great.” Justin remarked, noticing the longing expression in Maya’s eyes. She just 
shook her head though before passing a quick flick of her wrist towards Justin, 
neither confirming nor denying something was up, but still making it clear she didn’t 
want to talk about it. 


“And now ladies and gentlemen, our final performance of the day. Let’s give a warm 
welcome for Mothership.” Mr. Kentaro announced before making his way away from 
the microphone and off the stage. Being the music teacher and all, he was in charge 
of hosting this event; more specifically insuring students didn’t pick something too 
inappropriate. The thing about that though is that he didn’t believe in censorship, 
and since none of the other teachers showed up to these things, no one could prove 
he was letting kids play whatever the hell they wanted. Justin had considered taking 
advantage of that and playing the filthiest song he could think of; but in the end, it 
just wasn’t worth it. He’d much rather act like a smart ass with his song selection 
than a sociopath. 


Justin and Maya slowly took the stage; or at least, Justin did anyway, waving his 
hand in a disinterested fashion as he stepped out onto the stage. Maya pretty much 
just dashed for the drums. She didn’t really know how to make an entrance 
apparantely. Oh well; wasn’t too big of a deal. There were a couple of people 
clapping in the audience, mostly people that had seen Mothership perform last 
time; though they did have to wonder where half the band was. Not that they had to 
wait long to get an answer; Justin was well aware there was going to be confusion 
when he took the name Mothership without the actual band. “Thank you. Before we 
start I’d like to make a quick apology, most of the band couldn’t make it today 
because they suck donkey balls.” Justin remarked snidely, but oh so monotone at 
the same time. Got a couple of chuckles anyway, at least from everyone that wasn’t 
Mr. Kentaro. Justin passed Maya a quick glance to make sure she was ready. Given 
that she was looking under her fingernails for dirt with impatience, it was probably 
safe to assume she had been read for a while. 


“We are Mothership, and we’re here to make you think about death and get sad and 
stuff!” Justin shouted before strumming away at his bottom string, tuned in such a 
way to get this deep, distorted sound out of it that made him sound a little out of 
tune. That was garage rock for you; but at least it sounded good at the same time. 
Soon he was strumming a three note chord progression, slowly approaching the 
microphone so his mouth was mere centimeters away, creating an echo kind of 
effect when he went to speak into it. 


This is the beginning of the song. 


Maya began to hammer away at the drums at that moment, flipping her hair slightly 
as she matched Justin’s tempo, a couple fills here and there because why the fuck 


not? Justin made a note to himself not to grin at all while he was on stage as part of 
the joke, but even then he was having a hard time. You know, Maya didn’t exactly 
play real drums, at least not on a regular basis, but it was nice to see she had 
SOMETHING to distract her from her worries, even if for only a couple minutes in the 
day. 


I’m hearing voices 

Animal noises 

Créme de la créme. 

The feminine abyss 

I’m reaching my threshold 
Staring out into the sublime. 
My body’s stupid 

My stereo putrid 

Spilling out music 

Into raw sewage 

Reaching my threshold 
Staring out into the sublime 


Justin’s foot began to tap along to the drums, as if the beat in the background was 
slowly taking control of his body. He kinda wanted to just kick over the microphone 
from the pure adrenaline pulsating through his body as he hammered away at his 
guitar strings. That was part of the problem with Justin and rock music, he 
supposed; it made him just want to break shit. And until you made it big and could 
afford to replace your instruments after you smash them against the wooden boards 
beneath you, that wasn’t really an option. Maya herself was getting a little cocky 
with the way she was drumming those drums. There were a couple times where 
she’d only drum with one stick, taking a sip out of her water bottle in the process, 
not to mention some of the funky ways she crossed her arms while drumming. At 
least she was creative about it. 


My threshold 
My threshold 
Reaching my threshold. 


I’m hearing voices 


Animal noises 

Créme de la créme. 

The feminine abyss 

I’m reaching my threshold 
Staring out into the sublime 


Justin bobbed his head up and down as his fingers made their way back and forth 
the few chords he needed to play. It wasn’t a complex song; but that was partially 
the beauty of it. A simple riff played over and over again, a simple beat that was 
easy to follow along, and more importantly if you were at a concert, to dance to. No 
one of course was dancing in the audience, but several people were tapping their 
feet, or nodding their heads in time to the guitar. 


Threshold 

| explode 

Reaching my threshold 
Threshold 

My threshold 

My threshold. 


And from there it was all bridge, Justin playing a small variation of the original riff, 
throwing in a couple of other chords raising up the neck of guitar, a couple short 
licks here and there just to spice things up. Maya had started to go batshit insane as 
the song came closer and closer to the end, just hitting every drum she could in this 
chaotic big bang of a finale. That’s not the way the song was supposed to be played 
mind you, but then, it didn’t sound half bad, so Justin wasn’t going to hold it against 
her. And so the two pounded away at their respective instruments; hell Justin 
knocked over the microphone in the process, actually getting the wire caught 
around his neck in the process. Which was kind of cool because Justin managed to 
get it wrapped in a way that almost looked like a noose. Which made it a good thing 
the song ended soon after, a couple bangs of the drum on Maya’s part and 
blackening out on the lights as the song came to a close. God knows Justin needed 
to get that thing untangled before he accidentally choked himself to death. 


There were applause from the few people who had showed up to watch amateur 
hour (and one guy who sayed he was in lesbians with that song. Justin wanted to 
run off stage and hug that motherfucker.) Thankfully Justin managed to get the wire 
off him before the lights faded back on so it didn’t look like some horrible freak 
accident; but then, most people didn’t even miss a beat to leave the auditorium, so 


he wasn’t too concerned about people seeing that. Justin sighed with exhaustion, 
wiping his brow for the sweat that was coming down his forehead. Hammering at a 
guitar took a lot more effort than you would think apparently; which begged the 
question how Maya was managing to do it with the drums without breaking a sweat. 
Probably because she had been able to drink water with her free hand. 


“Great show as always guys.” Mr. Kentaro praised the two, taking to the stage to 
start cleaning this shit up for tommorow’s pageant. Which coincidentally, he could 
swore Justin had been signed up for. Yeah, that was a little weird; but hey, he 
wasn’t judging if that was the kind of thing Justin was into. Lots of great artists were 
gay after all. Of course, in the process of congratulating the two and picking up 
some chords, it struck him he had never actually met the drummer, despite seeing 
her here on several occasions. “Oh I’m sorry, | don’t believe we’ve been introduced. 
I’m Mr. Kentaro; and you are?” Maya smiled for a moment before making a couple 
signs with her hands, spelling out her name. Well, Kentaro was pretty confused right 
off the bat. He wasn’t stupid; he knew sign-language meant she was either deaf or 
mute. He just hadn’t expected it is all. Justin had spotted the confused expression 
on Kentaro’s face and slowly made his way over to the drum set, leaning against 
the bass drum as he stared at his former music teacher. 


“Sorry, she can’t really talk.” Justin explained, though doing so only went to upset 
Maya a bit. Figures she couldn’t even introduce herself without making a big thing 
out of it. And what the hell gives with Justin apologizing for her disability. She wasn’t 
going to be sorry for something she couldn’t control dammit; that wasn’t FAIR. “This 
is my sister Maya.” 


“You two the same age?” The music teacher questioned, not sure who to really 
address in this conversation. He was talking to Maya, but obviously he couldn’t 
understand her responses without Justin translating for her. Plus, he wasn’t sure 
whether to acknowledge her apparent lack of ability to speak. | mean, do you just 
kind of ignore that when someone brings it up? No one wants to have their faults 
discussed after all; it was just a matter of whether she considered her disability a 
fault or not. She shouldn’t, but you know how some people get. 


“Kinda. Maya’s a couple months older than me. Which reminds me, | should 
probably get working on getting you a birthday present...” Justin made an aside to 
Maya, a sudden occurrence hitting him that Maya’s birthday was coming up. Maya 
didn’t really care though; she didn’t celebrate her birthday anyway. Just another 
day closer to death after all, nothing worth throwing a party over. She just flicked 
her wrist at Justin, dismissing the idea. She probably should have known it would 
take more than that to deter Justin. 


“Shouldn’t you be at your own school’s culture festival right now?” Mr. Kentaro 
questioned with interest. If they were the same age, then surely they must both go 
to school, right? It was a wonder why they went to two different places, but alas, 


Kentaro just assumed that was so Maya could get special education for her 
disability. She didn’t NEED to of course; but it wasn’t exactly out of the question, 
and they did have places in Inaba for that kinda stuff. Okay, they had one place, 
and Maya was already signed up for classes there, but you get the point. Maya just 
curved her eyebrows up with sorrow, a sad sensation gripping her gut right now. 
Seemed that was the problem with bringing Maya along on this little expedition all 
along. She really did want to go to school; Mr. Kentaro wasn’t helping right now. 
Maya sighed as she took a sip of her water, trying to keep her mind off the topic. 


“Oh uh... Maya doesn’t go to school. Parents died a while ago, and we can really 
only afford to send one of us...” Justin sighed. He hated how it sounded like he was 
stripping Maya of the right to an education; if anything, he wished she could go to 
school instead of him. God knows she had more of a right to learn than the guy who 
didn’t even know if he wanted to go to college. But alas, he couldn’t just send her to 
school, not until his eighteenth birthday anyway. Otherwise his trust fund would 
become null and void, and NEITHER of them could go to school. Hell, they’d lose the 
house. Mr. Kentaro passed Justin a funny look, what Justin had assumed at first was 
him being condescending for Justin’s decision to deny this young lady schooling. 
Which wasn’t entirely untrue, but not entirely correct either. For you see, despite 
living in Japan for months now, and despite knowing several people who really 
should have imparted this knowledge upon him, Justin was blissfully ignorant of one 
simple fact. 


“| don’t understand. Schooling’s free for disability students.” Okay, that caught the 
two off guard. Hell; Maya had spat up the water that was in her mouth, the news 
striking her like a wrecking ball. Justin and Maya were just... speechless. Their eyes 
met each other, though their jaws were wide open. They didn’t have the slightest 
clue this was a thing; WHY had no one told them this was a thing? Did no one 
assume she wanted to go to school? What the fuck guys, thanks for dropping the 
ball! 


“I... beg your pardon?” 
“You didn’t know?” 


“I... Jesus... This is... This is amazing.” Justin couldn’t even find the words to express 
the anger, yet joy he had found in the news. He was so pissed no one had told him 
this earlier, but at the same time, he was only happy that SOMEONE knew, and that 
someone had given Maya a great gift. Maya’s look of confusion slowly shifted to one 
of pure joy, tears starting to well up in her eyes as she turned her gaze to Justin. 
Justin smiled back, though he couldn’t think of any words to say to her. “Uh, could 
you just give us a moment?” Justin requested of his former teacher. Kentaro took a 
quick glance at his wristwatch; after all he did need to get this place cleaned up. 
Thankfully, seemed he could spare a couple minutes for a few kids who had just 
found gold. 


“Sure, no problem.” He remarked before departing. He’d return in a few minutes to 
pick everything up. For now; he’d let those children decide what they were going to 
do with the news. In actuality, no words were spoken between the two once Mr. 
Kentaro left. 


Maya simply jumped up from her seat and latched onto Justin for dear life in an 
overjoyed embrace. 


